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oooooeeoeooooGOOooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooocoooocooon this occasion
'Les Coeurv etstory under the influence cf hypnotic sug-

gestion. In that case, of course, the quesTHE VINDICATION. "I cannot Imagine how you could ever have
been guilty enough to do such a thing, or
stupid enough to suppose that it would
pass undetected." We Know We Have the Wheels!"

tries for myself. I found it just as he said.
"Well, what do you make cut of it?" I

asked In a bewildered way.
"I den't know; one might be tempted to

think the place under the spell of some
infernal infiueiiee. capable of altering the
fundamental laws of nature and reason.
But one thing is certain: we must hunt up
that mountaineer and see whether he can
throw anv light on that lost week."

We ordered an early breakfast, and by
sunrise the next morning were fairly on
our wav. Riding over the mountain trails
was slow work, but it was not yet 10

o'clock when we came in sight of an im-
mense crag which I remembered, at once
as onlv a haK-mil- e from the cabin we were
seekinir. Roon the cabin itself was in sight,
but our hopes were dashed by the discov
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an old romance entitled
ies Mains sur la Mer

MeriJionaler "
"I cannot say as to that. I took little

Interest In his But hold on! his library is
still Intact, In the hands of his wife's sis-

ter. You niight find out something about
It by inquiring there. Is it some rare work
that you are anxious to get hold of.

Mr. Galton stated the cas to him as
briefly and rapidly as possible, and he
went with us at once to the sister of the
deceased Roget. The book was found, and.
furthermore, there were entries on the tly
leaves proving beyond question that the
Doctor had had it with him in the moun-
tains, among others, a rude sketch of the
old log cabin, ar.d a dated description of
a flower which grew in profusion on the
mountain summit.

The chain of evidence was compete.
During a period of mental hallucination,
brought on by the Intense nervous strain
to which I had subjected myself. I had
wandered Into the company of these men.
and while I was with them Roget had
read the fateful story in my hearing. The
hallucination had left me while off by
myself, and I had naturally returned to
the hotel. When I set myself to writing
again, under the abnormal nervous condi
tion into. which I had brougnt myseu. tne
impressions made upon my Drain ny me
reading of the Frencn romance nau iwhw
within the realm of consciousness, nut r.ot
the circumstances under which tnose im
pressions were made, consequently me

A I A M VN V Wstory seemea tne creation oi my --vm
brain, and as such I wrote it down in
good faith and secured us punncauvn.
with the results already described.

Such is the history of the peculiar mis
fortune which, without the sngntest lapse
from rectitude on my part, made my
name a reproach among honorable men.
filled me with unspeakable misery, and
blighted beyond hope of recovery', an me
noble ambitions of my early manhood. I
sa' blighted, beyond hepe of recovery.
for both physically ana mcniuuy
the strain has left me no ade
quate basis upon wnicn to nuuu
again. All l asK is mat im expla-
nation, fortified by the report which Mr.
Galton will soon file for entry upon the
records of his society, may be received in
good faith, as it is given; that tne name
of Anson Burkhold may be relieved, in
the eyes of the public, from tne unde
served stigma which it has borne.

John Hanson Williams, in New York
Evening Post.

OFFERINGS OF THE POETS.

I'roKrcft.
See that fcul thing. It sat upon a throne
In 'ts day. Some curious plaques, upon each

one
A human head. fetch me," it said. 'Twas done.

It died. But "It shall live." they said, to tney
Well sriced it, wrapped it we'd, laid It away,
Ready for U3e on resurrection day.

We better that. We find It rich in rood
For plants. Well ground we grant the process

rude
And well applied, it does our crops much good.

Sc! Earth gets earth. We have that fact well
heme.

What of the spirit, then? Ah, Heavens wine
dome ;

Rounds not the field it shall untrammeled roam,

Areturus, and Orion, and the swesp
Of suns undreamed they lie in srace deep

Shall be as visions of a mouse's sleep.

So It be spirit. Rut, man, know this true:
Not geld nor lands shall help that journey

through.
Naked you go, the unvailed, undraped iou.

Indianapolis. O. W. Sears
0

"When'Mlss Lney rn Krlong.
De bee hum in de blossom-vln- e.

He" bird treak out In sons:
De sun, he say: "I bleepe ter shine,"

When Mi?s pass erlong.
' Oh. de bird break out in song

WlKn Miss Lucy pasj erlong,
Kn de red rose say
Dat he ll lean her way.

When Miss Lucy pass erlong.

De river stop vhar her footstep pass,
DV de tiie run swift en stronsr.

En he sav, "I'm heah fer yo lookin'-slass,- "

j When Miss Lucy pr.ss erlong.

Oh. de bird break out in song
When Miss Lucy pass enong,

Fn de river say,
"Illf a holiday."

When Miss Lucy pass erlong.

De viiet say: "I'm kin ter you.
Kn you mustn't trat me wrong;"

En de green trees, dry bows "Howdy-do- "

Vhen Ml?s Lucy pass erlonff.

Oh, de whole worl Fing a song
When Miss Lucy pass erlong,

Hit sing en sing
Ter de weddin'-rin- g

When Miss Lucy pass erlong.
Frank L. Stanton.

Hut Only Thee.
Lady, although thou art'not wondrous fair.

In thy clear eyes I see
What maketh dimpled cheeks and sunny hair

As naught to me.

For in their clear brown depths unwittingly
Lie mirrored holy truth,

Frank maiden courage, delicate modesty,
And tender ruth,

A heart to love and love, a perfect mind.
And yet a spirit free,

Healthy and sportive as a mountain wind
On a bright lea.

So love I. lady, r.ot thy tender lips
Although full dear they bo

Nor any charm that feels time's swift eclipse;
liut only thee.

F. Whltmore, in August Harper.

The "Woman Heart.
She ?aid. her high soul in her lifted gaze.
"Be happy, dear! May all sweet blessings crown

Your life, apart from mine. Oh, may she prove,
Whom you have chosen, worthy your heart's

love.
Faithful and tender, as I would have been.
Whether you may remember or forget
The brief, eweet hour of joy we two have known.
lie harpy! That Is all my spirit prays.
Hut. when (the changing years had rolled be

tween)
They met once more, and she beheld his face.
Tare-line- d and sad. as from heart-wearin- g pain,
And saw. within his eyes. deep, mute regret.
Love, and wlM longing for love s dear lost grace.
"Has he, too. suffered through the lonely days?"
Smiling, th? tears between, she bowed her head.
("Forgive me, God!) Oh. I am gld'." she said.

Madeline S. Rridges.

A Summer Day by the Sea
The sun is set, and In his latest beams

Yon little cloud of ashen gray and gold.
Slowly upon the amber air unrolled.

The falling mantle of the prophet seems.
Irom the dim headlands many a lighthouse

gleams. ,

The street lamp of the ocean, and behold!
O'erhead the banners of the night unfold;

The day hath passed into the land ef dreams.
O summer day beside the joyous sea!

O summer day so wonderful and white, '
So full of gladness and so full of pain!

Forever and lorever thou shalt be
To some the gravestone of a dead delight.

To Borne the landmark of a new domain.
Longfellow.

Dewdroiis.
Last night some naughty cherubs tried

, A lovely, glo0ng star to ride:
"T was splendid fun. they, thought, till, lo!
The star shot earthward: down below
T was very dark, and though they said,

These cherubs small, they weren't afraid,
1 know that ere the night was iastThey cried and cried, until at last
The day let down a golden strand.
And up they climbed, hand over hand.
Hack into heaven. How can I tell?
Why, little folks, those teardrops felllIn the flowers, and grasses, too;
I saw them there, and so can you.

Mabelle P. Clapp, In Boston Transcript.

A Prayer.
O mighty Fotter, to whose steadfast eyes

A thousano years lie open as one dav.
Thy patient hand set firm on life's great wheel

This heavy, shapeless clay.

Rough and Imperfect, yet it owns Thy touch:
Spare not, nor stay, the pressure f Thine

hand;
Make known Thy power, and. soon or late, let

love
. Perfect what love hath planned!

L. H. Hammond, in the Outlook.

Silence.
He still: the crown of life is silentness.

tJive thou a quiet hour to each long day.
Too much of time we spend In profitless

And foolish talk too little do we say.

If thou wouldst gather words that Fhall avail.learning a wis.iom worthy to express.
Leave for awhile thy chat and empty tale

Study the golden speech of silentness.
Arthur L. Salmon.

t OtT OF TUB OIIDIXAUV.

Hats are rond or sunnower seeds. A trap
Daitea witn mese seeds seldom falls to
catch the rodents.

The deaths from alcoholism In Sweden
amount to &0 per 1,000. This is the highest
rate In the world.

a m arne prison population or inaia. large as
It is, is only 38 per lOO.OOo Inhabitants, or
less than half the proportion that prevails
in ureat Britain.

to remove tne nnsrer marics rrom var-
nished furniture rub them with cloth damp
ened with sweet oil. To remove them from
oiled furniture use kerosene oil.

The fastest ship in the world Is the
French torpedo catcher Forban. which, it
Is said, can steam at the tremendous rate
of about thirty-si- x miles an hour.

A Belfast minister ioints out that the
Bible has been translated Into SHI lan

tion of motive rises into prominence, sin--- j

the hypnotic inlluence must have been too
long continued to have arisen from any
whim of the moment, and the harm likely
to rpsnlf to vou would have been so evi
dent to the hypnotist that nothing short of
intense hatred could have prompted mm
in his work. These thre lines or explana
tion have suggested themselves to my
mind, and it remains for us to weigh their
comparative probability. Is there any one
of them which you can eliminate in the
beginalng?" , ,

"The first." I answered, -- may saieiy oe
discarded. I am so thoroughly inlornuu
as to the facts of my early childhood mat
I fei-- 1 certain of its Impossibility. 1 was
;m nn'v chl .1 nnrl mv motner uieu in m
infancy. My father, a physician, almost
immediately took a position as a medical
missionary, and for ten years he and two
others, also in missionary service, were
the only English-speakin- g persons i saw.
He taught me to read, and as I had mue
else to do while he and the others were
busy with their work, there was not a
book about, the" mission, aside from a few
medical treatises, which I could not under-
stand, that I did not know from cover
to cover by the end of my eignm jtar.
Not only that, but my father was the only
one oi tne three wno couui nave irau
French book had it been there, and me
character of the romance in question is
such that, under no circumstances, would
he have read it in my hearing wnen x

was so young. Indeed, it was his an
tipathy to French literature in general
that caused the French language to be
left out of mv education, as I know from
his own lips. After my return to America 1

adopted it as a rigid rule to make and
preserve notes on every worK oi ucuuji
which I should read or hear read, ine ru e
was never broken until after my trouble
occurred. These notes are. all In my pos-

session to-d- ay and there it,no trace of
any such book among. them."

"Well. I must admit that you nave leit
absolutely no loophole In that direction.
he said slowly, after a moment ui uc
thoughtfulness. "We may as wen pass to
the next theory at once. Are you ayare
that at any period of your liref you nave
been subject to somnambulism?"

"If so. It has been entirely witnout my
knowledge." I replied.

"And yet it might be so. une may easily
fail to detect somnambulism for himself, it
the Information is not imparted to mm oy
others. Now let us suppose, for a moment.
that such Is your case: has there been any
time in your life, so far as you know, when
any one was in the habit of reading aloud
in the vicmity of j'our sleeping-roo- m, on a
piazza, for instance, where the sound might
lead you to go to your window and listen,
although unconscious? Such an occurrence
could easily be paralleled by well-attest- ed

cases, and the reproduction, under patho
logical conditions, of what you had neard
offers no insuperable objection.

"I can think of no such time except dur
ing the few weeks in Tennessee before the
mysterious composition of the story oc
curred. It is a fact, now that I come to
think of It. that my room In the hotel over
looked a small porch, one story below and
a little to one side, upon which some of the
guests, a mother and two daughters from
Mobile. I believe, often read aloud in the
evening, by the light from the window of
their own room.

'This looks exceedingly promising." he
exclaimed eagerly. "Educated ladles along
the. gulf are very apt to know more or less
French, and there is nothing unlikely in the
supposition that one of such a family
should have read the language sulllciently
to translate It into English at sight, while
the others should not be able to follow by
ear without translation. I am disposed to
think that we have the clew. Do you seeany serious dlfllcu tv?" .

"Only one." said I. "It is certainly Im
possible that I should have heard everv
word of the book In this way. and I am
under the impression, from the tenor of thearticle in which the matter was exnos--- d

that the identity holds good throughout. If
so. I see no hope in this direction.""That Is true." he said, muslnirlv. "tb.it
is true, if you have a copy of your storv
send it around to me at once. I can ire't
the French book from a friend whom I
told you I consulted about the existence
of a translation, and I shall comnare them
thoroughly, page by page. Come back to-
morrow evening, and we shall see how
the case stands then."

I felt a little less hopeful as I took my
leave than on the. evening before: but I1 1 I Ml 1 ttui mm me volume, as soon us
I got to my room, and succeeded in
throwing
,.1 .1-- - AT

the matter
1

off. . . mv. " . mind sufli
viciiuy lur a. souna nignt s sieep. l was
not encouraged by the look on Mr.
iraiton s face when I entered bis house
the next evening, and he told me at once
that the supposed clew must be given
up: the identity between the., two books
held from cover to cover, with the neee
sarv exception...of the publisher's Imnrlnt
ana tne. copyright notice. It remained now
to consider the question of hypnotism, andne naa asKea a distinguished French phy
siclan. who had given special study to this
suDject. to be present and discuss the matter with us.

It is not necessary to follow this discus
sion in detail. Suffice it to say that, aftera patient hearing o all the facts, and an
exhaustive consideration of their bearing.
he expressed a most decided opinion thata hypnotic explanation was scientifically
umenaoie: wnue tne innuence wruch one
mind ha4 been known to exercise over
another by hypnotic processes was truly
wonderful, and caution was ordinarily
even more necessary In setting limits to it
than in accepting its alleged results, yet
in this case it would be necessary- - to as-
sume a control too long continued and too
minute in its operations to come within
the range of belief, especially since itmust have been exercised at a consider-
able distance, and by some one who hadnothing in his bearing to exert any pe-
culiar effect upon me of which I had been
conscious, for I could remember no one
at the hotel who had produced any such
effect. We were evidently baulked again,
and to both of us. at first,' it seemed final.

"Well. Is there anything left?" I askeddejectedly, after the Frenchman had taken
his leave.

"I am at a loss for an answer." Mr. Gal-to- n

replied. "I had put so much faith in
the success of some one of the three
theories which have failed us that I havegiven no serious thought to anything else."

"If I thought there was any chance, I
should go back to the old hotel in the
mountains and search for a clew there."
I said. "But I have heard that my old
landlord is dead and the house is in the
hand? of another. It is very doubtful
whether T should find a single person there
whom I knew before."

"And yet the old registers are likely to
have been preserved." he joined, "and a list
of the names of those who were lodging
there at the same time might possibly
help us along."

"Shall I write to the present owner and
have a list transcribed? I asked.

"There is too much chance for inac-
curacy. If we are to prosecute this matter
with any hope of success, we must leave
no opportunity for a slip at any point.
Why not go down there at once? There
is nothing to keep me here, and the trip
will do both of us good, even if nothing
else comes of It."

"I don't want to drag you over the coun-
try on my account." I answered, "but if
you really feel that you had rather go than
not. I shall certainly be very thankful for
your Interest.

He did feel so. and arter the rew nays
necessary for preparation, wc set out o:i
our journey.

III.
As I had expected, we found no one at

the hotel whom I had known there before,
but the register had been preserved and
we easily secured permission to take It to
our room for a thorough search, and to
copy such portions as we might desire.
I ran over the list, hastily checking the
names or an whom 1 clearly remembered,
Galton looking over my shoulder.

"Well," I said, as I reached the end, "I
see nothing suggestive, do you?"

. "Only the name of M. Gaston Leroux,'
from New Orleans. It runs In my mind
that I have heard of this man, through a
friend in that city, as a teacher of French
literature in a private school. If so, his
acquaintance with the romance in ques-B- ut

tion would be highly probable. you
have not checked his name; can you re
call nothing of him?"

"I cannot bring up the slightest recol-
lection of him," 1 answered, after pacing
the room In earnest "effort for a few mo-
ments, while Mr. Galton sat down and
scanned again the pages of the register.

"See here." said he, starting up sudden-
ly, "didn't you say that you were absent
from the hotel, at the cabin of that old
mountaineer. Just a week.'"

"Yes," I. answered, "the register 'will
show it. I left on the day when the Gov-
ernor of the State and his staff, and a
party pf larfles took dinner here, and I reg-
istered again a3 soon as I returned. You
will find it Just a week, by comparing en-

tries."
"I find It exactly two weeks." said he,

with some excitement; "and furthermore,
your memory' as to the day on which you
left Is confirmed by an entry made by the
landlord himself on the page where you
first registered."

I could scarcely trut my ears as I lis-
tened, fo clearly did it stand forth in my
memory that my absence? had lasted exact-
ly one' week; but when I looked at the en.--

"Whv. To-nhn!- " I answered, "you sureiy
don't mean that vou believe this! You know
1 can't read a word of French, even aside
from the ouosticn of my honesty, and I
don't know what reason I have ever given
you to doubt that." t ...

"You must take it for granted tnat I nave
common sense. John he repueu testily.
"Kvery one knows that the country is full
of miserable hacks who would translate
such a book for a mere pittance and take
a bribe to keen still about it. You have let
your ambition to write a novel run away
with your character and hense, too. and
I'm dor.o with you forever! "

And with this outburst he turned abruptly
acroKs.the street and left me. l Knew mm
too well to fellow, and with a heavy heart
I went to the depot and took the train
back to New York.

As I entered my boarding house an oral- -
nous-loo!:in- g envelope was handed to me.
bearing the Imprjnt of my publishers. I
took it to my room, opened it, and read the
following word.:

"You have seen, or course, me exposure
of the plagiarism of which you have been

ufitv. We have withdrawn the nook from
the market and shall at once Issue a cir-
cular tt dealers asking the return of unsold
crples and authoring them to refund the
pr..e of tht noo-- to all Individual purchas- -

. . f T A .
eis .na may so cifire. ai our expense. iou
ar-- . no doubt, awn re that we might obtain
legal redsess for the I mud which you have
practiced upon us. 1 ut after d-u- e considera-
tion we have, decided to leave you for pun-
ishment to the la.'-th'-- s of public scorn and
your own conscience. To protect the repu-
tation ef our hous we have given to the
Associated Pros v lull statement of the
matter, which will doubtless appear in to
morrow s papers.

The utter nopelessness of any explana
tion which would convince the firm or the
public that I was anything but an arrant
impostor, together with my own Inability
to find any solution of the myter-- which
would seem tenable to my own mind, was
too much for either my mental or my
physical nature to endure. I sought my
bed In despair, and mprning found me in
a semi-deiirio- us fever which rancny. grew
worse, and kept me at the point of death,
as I was afterwards told by the nurse who
had been secured to attend me for two
full months. When I was at length able
to get on my feet again I resolved to make
one last effort to clear my character In
the eves of mv publishers. After paying
the tills incurred during my sickness l
took a certified check for my balance at
the bank about MOO and made my way to
their office. The senior member of the firm
was at his desk alone when I entered.
He coldly nodded me to a, chair, whih I
gladly took, as I was too weak to stand
any longer. After a moment s nesitation.
without raisiner mv eves from the noor. 1

said what little there was for me to say
how absolutely certain I was that I naa

written the story without the slightest
knowledge that any part. of it had ever
existed 'unlil it was created in my own
brain." and vet how unable I was to con
eeive of anv wav in which to account for
iu vidnt idf-n'tit- v with the old French
romance. I closed by drawing the cheek
from my pocket and offering it to him as
the only reparation which it was in my
power to make for the loss which the firm
had suffered on mv account. He refused
it with an air of displeasure and con
tempt which convinced me at once that
It was of no use to renew the offer, or
to hone for the slightest alteration in his
onlnlon cf mv character, and I turned and
left the room without another word.

II.
With no definite purpose In view too

weak and dejected even to think of a.
definite purpose I got my clothes nd a
few books into my trunk, drew my money
from the bank, and took the train for a
city in the far West.

I felt that I must get into some kind of
employment, not only because my little
hoard of money would soon be exhausted,
but because the weight of misery which I
carried on my mind was fast becoming un- -

bearable in Idleness. Gradually I drifted
Into reportorlal work of a low order on the
various dallies of the city, but I wa? r.frald
to sek a position of any considerable re-

sponsibility or honor, for fear of an in
quiry Into my antecedents which would ilis- -

close my Identity.
But this disclosure was not to be averted

by my modesty. I had not been three
months in the city when a tramp printer
turned up who had known me in New
York, and at once recognized me. In spite
of the great changes which my suffering
had produced. Within a week, though not
a word was said in my hearing, the
changed attitude of my newspaper ac- -

quainces told me only too plainly that all
was known. A few days later a sensation- -

al shet contained the following Item: "It
is said on good authority that Anson Burk- -
hold, the notorious plagiarist, is doing re- -

ponoriai worK in tins city under an
assumed, name. I could not endure to
meet my acquaintances again, after that,
unu aayjignt morning found me
on my way to New Orleans.

T a. Iit is not necessary to follow the next
lew years of my life in detail. It was the
same experience over and over again. Re- -
peaieuiy severing, as 1 inougnt, all con
nection with my past life. I invariably
iouna it looming up across my path again
and driving me from placo to place until 1

became at last so hopeless of permanence
inai i no longer considered it worth while
io engage lougtngs for mere than a weeTt
in auance. or enter Into any contract for
nniiniien i rnrrrv wr-:- r-

it was not until several years of thislife had elapsed that theinougni or a systematic and persistent attempt to unravel the mystery of my down..... lyvi j. .mm uj.oii my mmn. wnen once
mis niea did occur, however, it rapidly
jcame.i in strength. I read such authenticaccounts as i could find of the successful

oi apparently hopeless mysteries.
hum K.ue me muen encouragement.

"ippcnen io ve m --Montreal at the time,and had gained the friendship there of aman of means with no settled ccuoationwhj nau a natural taste ror th mysteriousand Improbable and took a kind of pride
in iM.iiiiiu.wunt? ine possibility of alleged

wnicn practical' men onlv
I, tic eviuent iraud or
nuismn. i went to nis house one evening.
hmu una my nory io me minutest detail... ..r-.-- nj rtiirt:- -i my innocence or the ap-parent dishonesty and stat.'d my purpose.

ai mis late nay, to solve the problem
it nuinan ingenuity could accomplish it

.mi. n.unMi- -i iuiui io mention nis nameaoove at once iook an enthusiastic interAct In... VA ns Wt A iv.-c-- , in-- ; iiiuic so as ne was apatron oi me society ror Psychical Researcn. ana me matter seemed to promise
a.iM.ioip material ior its consideration. Ihad great confidence in his sagacity. and

-- u. imur io my longings Wltn a morehopeful heart than I had known fpr manya day. promising to call again th nexte:ning in oraer to devise some plan ofprocedure, wnen i. met mm again accord-ing to appointment I found that he hadscarcely taken time to at or sleep sinceparieu, so intense was nis interest inuirivuii; at a soiuiion or me mystery.
j i i crwijuui. riiiu i.e. as soon as J wasseated In his library, "that this French ro-mance, in English form, had effected aiougmg in your brain previous to the writ...i, i juur Mory. out in some sucn wayas to leave you entirely unconscious of thefact. That such acquisitions may be madeuuu reiainea. entirely below the reach ofone's normal consciousness. Is a psycho

logical principle too well established to admit of any further question. Having never
ut-n- i wiinni tne realm or consciousnessmey nave.-o- f course, no apparent relationo me memory, and If In any way they

W uruusai wimin me scope or con
sciousness, they must appear as original
iueas anu not as memories. The problem inuur case. men. is not the sudden appear
a nee or tne romance in your consciousness.u a seemingly original literary creationbut the first impression of the story uponjour orain. ow. so rar I have leen able
io mniK or tut three ways In which thl
iiiiviii nave occurred

in tne nrst p:ace. some one may haveread the story to you. translating as hereau. in your earjy cniidhood. in that caseot course, it would have been a consciousmental possession at the time, but many
i ne conscious menial possessions of ear- -

iy cniidnood become so obliterated duringthe period of rapid physical and mentalgrowth as to lose all connection with thememory, at least under normal condltiops
i cxcma me suggestion that you mightjourseii nave read a translation at thisearly period. ior a friend in the citv who ispronaoiy tne best informed man living inucn mailers assures me mat no translanon oi me worK was in existence, fie iscertain of this, as a publishing house withwhich he is connected contemplated itstranslation In 1S-- S and made an exhaustive
examination.

"Again, the clew may possibly lie among
the phenomena of somnambulism. That you
could have read this book yourself, while Ina somnambulistic condition. Is of courso
excluded by your ignorance of French, but
the possibility remains very slight, ofcourse, but we must reiect no possibility
w laiever in mis quest mat insuch a con
dition you may have placed yorself whereyou couid overnear me hook read by some
one who. for whatever reason, was butting
it into ing.isn us ne went aion

Story of n Reputed Plagiarist.

jr vm year the name of Anson
jrkho!d has been tarnished, as every one

knows. Ith the stain of plagiarism. It
at last within nay power to prove to the
world the disgrace which I have heretofore
been compelled to suffer In silence was un-

deserved, and to that end tha following
detailed statement of the ease is Intended.
It may seem long any tedious to some,
but seven years cf unmerited public con-

tempt have been Ion?: and tedious to me.
and it is only as a matter of strict jus-

tice that I ak a hearing.
KI?ht years ago I was employed In the

book review department of an Eastern
newspaper. I had occasionally .tried my
hind at original work, and with a measure
of success which fired mo with an am-

bition to win fame as a novelist. With
time at my command. I felt that I could
do something worthy of note, but the pros-
pect for the necessary time was not en-
couraging. My review work was exacting,
and I was not in a financial condition to
rerign and Intrust myself to the fortunes
of the career which I had In mind.

At last, however, the longed-fo- r oppor-
tunity came; my employer, in the kindness
of his heart. gave me a Mx months vaca-
tion, with salary continued, as a reward
for the high esteem into which the review
work of his paper had grown under my
direction.

Filled with a joyful hope, I packed my
trunk and betook myself to a quiet resort
among the mountains of eastern Tennes-
see. Intending, of course, to devote myself
without remission to the great novel which
I firmly believed it In my power to con-

struct. My father had bee ordered to
these mountains for his health (which,
alas, he did not find) when I was a boy of
twelve, and I had spent three summers
with him there, gaining what I considered
a very fair knowledge of the life of the
mountaineers with whom I had mingled.
From that life, therefore. I concluded to
draw the theme of my story. My heroine
was to be a rosy-cheek- ed mountain lass of
sixteen, wtio had performed feats of
strength and daring almost superhuman to
save from the clutches of the revenue off-
icers her disabled lover, whose ankle had
been broken In a wild dash for escape from
a secret distillery which these officials had
raided.

nut the power of composition seemed to
have deserted me; day after day. as I sat
down at my desk with pen and paper be
rore me. the fitting words In which I longed
to clothe my thought refused to come. I
left my hotel, went far up into the moun
tains and passed a week with an aged
mountaineer who was thoroughly ac
qualnted with the facts lying at the basis
of my plot, to see whether I might not
thus bring myself into the proper mood for
satisfactory expression. But it did no good.
ro sooner was I at my desk again than I
iouna myself utterly incapable of putting
any portion of the tale into literary form

Jiy vacation was rapidly passing, and I
was almost ready to give up In despair
when one day as I sat by my window there
came Into my mind dimly at first, but with
increasing clearness a plot of love and ad
venture on the southern sea. I had read
xnucn or lire on the ocean, and the various
natural features of the southern hemi
spnere were fairly familiar to me. There
Beemed to be no insuperable obstacle inthe way of writing upon the subject whichuna so suddenly entered my mind, and I
tjraspea my pen and began.

nttlng title presented Itself "Heartsana tiunas on the Southern Sea" and anIntroductory paragraph followed withoutnoticeable effort. By the time this was fin-ished all the thought of conscious striving ror worn?, or Ideas either, had vanished.
ij-- r iiiiiv, rtiuux in me glow or enthusiasm, swift as my hand could move thepen. and when the bell rang for tea I couldacarely believe my own eyes as I straight-

ened out the sheets carelessly tossed asideas written; and counted thirty well-tille- dpages.
Upon returning to my desk the next day.after the first sound night's sleep which Ihad had since my inability to write hadbegun to weigh upon my mind, the exper-

ience of the preceding afternoon was re-
peated. All day long the flow of thought
and language

.
moved swiftly" on in even

aT aw a 1vynnii. aim j'pauseu oniy wnen the mns- -
cles of my arm called Imperatively for rest.For ten hours I sat at my desl hut T
-- i . i. . . . . - -

vrMi me iouowmg nignt. and morn-ing again found me as bright and enthu-
siastic as before. Well, to be short with it.this pleasing facility lasted for twenty-thre- e

days, when the denouement of mystory was reached.My years of experience as a critic hadgiven me sufficient insight into the populartaste to know that 1 had a story whichwould find a ready market, and the nexttrain for the. Nortn found me on my wayto New York to negotiate for its publica-
tion. Thanks to the acquaintance whichrny newspaper work had given me. thefirst puljsher approached met mc in a
favorable mood and promised that my man.
JiFcript should have an Immediate reading.Three days later a note came to me stat-ing that the story had mad an exceeding-
ly favorable impression and asking me tocall at once, that arrangements for earlypublication might be completed.

Ihe lime had now arrived for resump-
tion of my newspaper work, but a state-
ment of the situation to my employer ledhim to consent to my release, and I tooktip my abode in a modest boarding houeand devoted myself to th reading of proofsheets nd browsing In the book shopsand public Libraries. My old newspaper
friends learned what I was about, and thecoming of my romance was heralded inadvance In a way which was extremelypleasing, and destined, I thought, to beprofitable as well.

Hut however delightful this period ofexpectancy was to tne. it is of no interestto others, and I must hurry on. At latmy book appeared. The first week's saleswere far beyond my own hopes and thoseof my publishers, and hlghlv favorablenotices from the press were beginning tocome In, Personal congratulations fromo!d friends wore reaching me over thewires and by mail, and it is doubtfulwhether any man in New York went tobd happier than I on the Sunday even-ing following the Monday on which my
lwok had gone forth.Early In the morning a. bundle of morn-ing dailies was brought to my room, as
1 had ordered, and I began glancing hur-riedly over their literary columns for theone subject which found lodging in mv
mind. After examining the New York anil
Boston papers. I picked up one from Phil-adelphia, and was proceeding to open to
it, lifefnry page when a headline In thenews columns caught mv eye. "Astound-ing Plagiarism." it read In bold blacklines. "A popular new book proves amere translation of a forgotten Frenchromance.' Then followed my name asthat of the plagiarist, with the tlt! of my
book and a dozen or more extended ex-tracts, with a literal translation of thealleged French original in parallel columns

I was almost stupefied, nt first, withsheer amazement. Not only was I con-
scious that I had never In mv life read orheard any such story, from which I might
have copied had I been dishonest enoughto do so. but I was wholly unable to readthe language In which the alleged originalwas said to have been written. Then itoccurred to me that the whole attack nunbe nothing but a cruel hoax. I sent a mes-senger boy in all baste for my ruost inti-
mate friend, an artist named Tomlin. laidthe matter before him an! asked his opin-
ion. He thought, as I. that It was surely
Intended as a hoax. Wishing to have thematter cleared un to mv own satisfactionbefore meeting my publisher, who might
be expected to call for on explanation atany moment. I took my friend with me
rushed to the dejct. and caught the firttrain for Philadelphia.

The ride on the cars allowed time formy amazement ar.d confusion to give way
to an?er. and whoa we we.re ushered Intothe office of the offending paner, shortly
before noon, without waiting "to take theoffered seat. I demanded of'rlie editor Ina to!I trembling with rage"Upon what evidence, sir. do vou base thecharge of plagiarism made against 'Heartsand Hands on the Southern Sea In thismorning' paper?"

"Upon the evidence of this boo'c." he ro-
anpiled caimiy. and took from his desk

octavo voiume, musty with age.
I took it nervously from his hand andpassed It to my friend, as I have already

mentioned my own Inability to readFrench. The editor turned to considersome message from the composing room
and I took advantage of his Inattentionto glance at my friund's face. One iokwai enough: as the editor turned towardut again. I took the hooic and placed It on
hi desk, expressed my thanks mechan-ically for the Information received, and we
passed out into the street.

"It Is your book, word for word. John."xay friend said as wc reached the pavement
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are the fish bite good? Or don't they eem
very hungry?"

"Hungry! Great Scott! I should say so.
Whv. we don't use hooks at all out here."

"You don't? What do you use?"
"Dinner bells."

ln Danger.
Puck.

Spark The amrchistlc tendency of th
modern novel is deplorable.

Boojum Well, if the Anarchists haven't
any better plot than the novels there's no
need to worry.

An Error l"n Abore.
Puck.

"Mamma." said the little comet to the bljf
cornet, "here's a balloon."

"No. my child." replied the big comet aa
it whizzed aloft: "that isn't a balloon; it's
the price of ice."

Sloir Time Ananred.
New York Weekrv.

Mrs. Jinks Yes. I've sent Sims, the col-
ored man. for the doctor.

Mrs. BlinksSent Sims? Mercy me! Ha
won't get there for two hours. He used to
be a hotel waiter.

1'arely Dunlneaa Mutter.
Puck. ; 1

Eastern Man What's your polities?
Western Man (forcibly) Free silver.

First, last and always.
Eastern Man es. I know but I spoko

of your politics, not your religion.

Wbnt He MUrd.
Puck.

Drummer Could I chow you a few coods,
Mr. Itosenbauro?

rtosenbaum jPy heavens! you mls-- d a
big order py'nod geddlng hre a llddlo
sooner. I fchust dls minute failed.

A Pointer to Kullders.
Truth.

"Now. Fire." mid the royal architect,
"how do you want thj pyramid built?'

"By days work." answered the Klnir of
Egypt, promptly: "I'm tired of contract
Jobs." And the said pyramid is there yet.

Poor Woman.
New York Weekly.

Mrs. GahhKwWhnt an awfully worried,
anxious, desiiuirlng look Mrs. Goodoul
has.

Mrs. Dabble Yes. I guess she's stopped
doing her own work und gone to keeping a
girl.

In the LI if lit of Etperlrnce.
Truth.

The Newly Married Man (on his first
night off. my lfe
will say wlu-- n I get home?

The Other When you've been married as
long as I have, old man, you'll know be-
forehand.

Fortunate.
Tuck.

Pestful Haggles Yer don't know wot It
Is ter lote a good hustand. do yer, ma'am?

Mrs. Farmer No, sir.
Restful Baggies I'm glad uv dat. I'm

sick uv havln his ole cio'es offered to me
w'en I ask fer grub.

A Factor In tne Calculation.
Puck.

for music at polltl- -V Politician (arrar.ring
. . . . ...r - 1 m. 1 I .--t - - X."cai meeting! mm im-- ; urn

may not have to play half u dozen timet
during the whole tvening.

Brass Hand Leader But. my dear sir. we
have to ail there and listen to the apeectc

ery that it had ueen long oeserteu. -
mound near by. iwlth a rudely lettered
sandstone slab at its head, ended all hope
of assistance from the old mountaineer.

"Well, as we are here," Mr. Galton said,
and thwarted in our main purpose, I sug

gest that we ride on to the top ox yonder
peak and enjoy the view. ,We can reach it
in an hour, and that will give us plenty of
time to rest our horses and still get back
to the hotel before the moon goes down."

So we sprang into our saddles and started
on. I can remember distinctly reaching the
peak, and I can remember returning again
to the hotel. W ere I dependent upon mem
ory alone. I should not hesitate to add that
I remember clearly that our stayoipon the
peak was only long enough to 'give our
horses a reasonable amount of rest before
the home journey. But such was not the
case. YV hat actually did happen I sharl
transcribe literally from the report which
Mr. Galton has prepared for presentation at
an early date to the Society for Psychical
Research:

"We were riding along In silence, almost
at the summit of the peak. Emerging from
a clump of evergreens, we came in plain
view of a deserted log house about fifty
yards in advance, when Mr. Burkhold cried,
'Here we are again. Fairfield! How soon
do you suppose Roget and Brown will get
In?'

"With these words he had sprung from
the saddle and begun to tie his horse to a
tree. This action saved me the necessity of
an immediate reply and gave me time to
recover from the startled surprise into
which his strange words had thrown me.
A moment's reflection convinced me that hewas laboring under some mental disorder,
and furthermore that this might havesome connection with the problem in hand.
I instantly resolved to make no effort to
break up his hallucination, but to adapt
myself to it as thoroughly as possible and
await the result. I sprang to the ground
and tied my horse without saying anything,
and as I turned toward him he asked again
how soon I thought we might lpok ferRoget and Brown. Who Roget and Brownwere was of course a mystery to me, but Isuggested at a venture that they might
not get back until the next day, and he
seemed satisfied.

"We had brought some lunch from tbhotel, and I proposed that we sit down on
the grass and eat It. He readily assented,
and after we had finished, said he In-
tended to have a nap under the shade of a
tree near by. He was soon asleep, and I
took advantage of the fact to walk aroundand reconnoiter, keeping him constantly insight, however. From a little knoll, a hun-
dred yards distant. I could see a house
about a quarter of a mile away, and the
smoke from the chimney assured me that itwas inhabited. This was an important dis-
covery. It offered a solution of the foodproblem, which was weighing upon my
mind, for I did not wish to leave the place
until he himself should propose It. and we
must have something to eat. I looked into
the old cabin before mentioned and found
several good strong frames which had evi
dently been fitted up for beds of pine
branches. If he had. been here before, un-
der a similar state of hallucination, as all
indications suggested, this was probably
where he had slept. With the large knife
which I carried, I immediately cut branchesfrom some pine trees near by and filled up
me irames. mat he might not be surpnsea at finding them empty. Then I sat

own near mm and waited for him to
waken.

After an hour s sleep, he opened hiseyes and immediately asked again for Roget and Brown, calling me Fairchild as be
fore. When told that I had seen nothing of
them, and thought it useless to look for
them before the next' dayi he wondered
wnat we should do for something to eat
without Brown. This gave me a chance,
and I told him I had seen a house In the
distance where we might find something
He consented readily to the plan, express,- -

lng surprise that he had not seen the house
before.

"He then began to talk about his plans
for a novel dealing with lift among the
Tennessee mountaineers, assuming in all he
said that we had been discussing the va
rious features of his plot during the days
immediately preceding." Of course I was
prepared to keep up my part of the con
versation, as he had outlined the plot to
me when telling of the unavailing efforts
made to put it into literary form. I was
now practically certain that the missing
week had been spent upon this mountain
under a mental hallucination brought on by
his intense elTorts to work out his story:
and it seemed highly probable that he had.
fallen In with a party of three. Roget.
Brown and Fairchild by name, who had
taken him into their company without de
tecting anything wrong in his mental con
union: dui i eouici a3 yet see no light on
the French romance.

"Towards evening we went to the house
above mentioned, found it occupied bv a
resjK'Ctable-Iookin- g mountaineer, with his
wife and younger brother, and had no
trouble in bargaining for supper and break
fast and any rurther meals we might want
while in the vicinity. I hoped to get some
valuable information from the family, but
found, when I had an opportunity to ques
tion one of them aside, that they had been
in the vicinity only two years, and knewnothing that had happened there before
their arrival.

"A detailed account of the next threedays would add nothing of value to thisreport. It is enough to say that Mr. Burk-hold- 's

main theme of conversation was theplot or his novel, and that I succeeded forthat length of time in quieting his anxiety
anout me absence oi Roget and Brown
in tne meantime I had found the inscrin- -
mm r. r., inanesion. s. u.,' carved inone or the logs of the cabinet, the only
possible clew I had been able to discoveras to tne identity of any of the party withwnom i felt sure that he had been there
neiore.

vu uir luuiui mui mug ne awoke witn anxea determination that we should go im
mediately in search of the missing men.ana i at once complied. Fortunately henaa no definite plans as to direction, and
t nau uu unncuiiy in turning our coursetowards the hotel. For the first hour hewas quite talkative, and the hallucinationwas evidently as strong as ever: but after mat. as the day was hot and the ridinir
iii'-suuie-

, ne gradually became quiet and Iun me same, in tne nope that, if left entireiy to nimseir, tne return to the familiar
environment or tne notel might bring his
inemai iacuuies back to their normal condition.

so it proved, as we came in sightof the hotel he called me by mv rieht.......v aim taiu cfeu ms sorrow mat ourua s rioe naa been in vain. I merelv muttered a word or two of assent, wishing himto have a night's rest before making theiium Miown io nim. ,

IV.
io mucn rrom tne report of Mr. Galton,
un tiue acknowledgement of his kindness

In allowing me to make this portion public..... .V 1-- I -ufiuie ms completion or the full report
and its presentation to the society. I now
4lane up tne story again for myself, and
shall bring It to a speedy conclusion.

A Ik course l was utterly amazed when
he told mc what had happened, and had
not the mystery of my supposed plagiarism
prepared me to believe anything, I should
have impeached his word on the spot. As
It was, however, my surprise yielded at
once to conviction that we were at last at
the root of the whole problem, and we de-
cided to follow Immediately the clue given
by the inscription mentioned in the report.
If it meant anything for us, the "F. F.
must be the Initials of a Mr. Fairfield liv
ing then, if not now, in Charleston.

To Charleston we went, arriving so late
at night that we, did not expect to make
any discoveries before morning. The city
directory, however, helped us at once to
the name of "Francis Fairfield, attorney
at law," though we found no trace of any
I:ogt. and among the many Browns, with
nothing but the family name to guide us,
it was Impossible to choose.

In the morning we found Mr. Fairfield
and learned that he had been upon the
mountain In question at the proper time.
with a Dr. Roget, now dead, and a Mr.
Brown whom they. had employed as a ser
vant; that a man of perhaps thirty years.
giving a name which he could not now re
call and ostensibly working up material for
a novel, had joined their party, and at the
solicitation of Roget, who seemd much
interested in his work, had remained a
week, after which he had suddenly disap
peared: that Roget and the stranger read
together much pf the time from books in
the former's tossession. while he and
Brown engaged In hunting.

"Di 1 Rogtft read French?" we both asked
in one LiTaAh.

"Oh. v-- s. hi was born In Paris."
"Do you know whether he had with him

guages, and he asks, "Is that not a greater
miracle than the miracle of Pentecost?"

The Tarls cabman turns to the right and
the London "cabby" to the left. The former
sits always on the box In front of his ve
hicle; the latter is often percned penina it.

The Department of Agriculture estimates
that the cost of growing an acre of wheat
in Alabama is CO ceuts. and from this
amount the ligure diminishes In other
States to 24 cents in Iowa.

In Harbor Springs. Mich., there Is a
large and flourishing.wood toothpick indus
try. White birch is exclusively used m tne
manufacture, of the toothpicks, and about
T "(f fLWl r.s Inrnn mtt lotl

Mohammedan depositors in the postafflcc
ravings bank3 are enriching the British
government, as their religion rormds tnm
to receive interest. They insist on taking
out no more than they have put in.

Few nations have raised shaving to the
dignity of a religious ceremony. In the
Koran there is no mention of shaving at
all, yet the Mohammedans shave their
heads in the same manner as the Hindoos.

No street-car- s run on Sunday in Glasgow.
Scotland, and now the Sabbath Alliance of
Scotland Is trying to prevent Sunday bath-
ing in that city, on the ground that bath-
ing on the Sabbath is a desecration of the
day.

Hundreds. of people visit the Hermitage,
A 1 T 1 ' 1 .1 rrMMAcnn Vij-iw-

every month, and the income derived from
the admission fee of 10 cents Is a very neat
source or revenue to ise association mat
keeps the house in repilr.

Mr. J. C. Rudisill. of Iron Station. N. Csays he found In one or his wneat neius not
long since a bunch of wheat containing
twenty-thre- e heads, all growing from one
grain. These twenty-thre- e heaus containea
1,033 grains of wheat by actual count.

Within the limits of the town of Dudley.
Mass., there is living a young woman a
curious illustration of what nature can do.
She is but thirty-seve- n inches tall the
stature of a well-develop- ed llve-year-o- ld

youngster and weighs only forty-fiv- e

pounds.
Some idea of the magnitude of the coal

resources ot liueriano county, uoiorauo.
may be formed when it is stated that there
are ahout 4U,uou acres, anu eacn acre con
tains 100,000 tons, or a total of 4.0ii0.00.000
tons an amount almost beyond compre
hension.

The Hindoos burn their. dead, and the
person who sets fire to the pile has himself
shaved in every portion of the head and
face, except only his cue; but if the per-
son deceased, whether male or female, be
younger than he, then he does not shave
his whiskers.

Bicycles are creating a good deal of new
law in Great Britain. In England they
have been declared to be vehicles; In Scot-
land, In a case to recover insurance for
death due to a bicycle accident, they have
been declared to be not vehicles, the judge
declaring that they could be no more con
sidered such than skates.

When moths have once taken possession
of flannel, its valuable property Is de
stroyed. Any strong scent in the drawer
In which they are kept or oltter apples
from the chemist's, cut in slices, sewn up
in muslin bags, and placed among the arti-
cles, whether woolen or furs, will preserve
them from the attacks of the moth.

A pest has appeared as a menace to
cherry trees In Michigan. It Is a small red
bug. and at the present may be seen In
large quantities devouring the. foliage of
the trees. The eggs are deposited in and
around the base of the tree, underneath the
rough bark. The insect seems also to have
a liking for currant and gooseberry shrubs.

The great earthquake at Lisbon occurred
in May. 175-1- . when in about eight minutes
most of the houses and ,V.eOO of the Inhab-
itants were destroyed, and whole streets
swallowed up. It originated In the island
of Metelino. in the archipelago, whence it
extended 5.000 miles, doing considerable
damage in Spain and Africa, as well as in
Portugal.

Out in Polk county, Nebraska, and in
some of the adjoining counties, they have a
queer lot of wells. They are called "tide
wells," because of a peculiar Habit their
waters have of ebbing and flowing, just
as lr tney were qonnectea witn a great un-
derground ocean. Polk county alone has
between twelve and twenty of these queer
roaring wells.

The Mamelukes were a military body,
composed of the descendants of Circassian
slaves. In 1254 they made one of their body
Sultan of Egypt, which country they gov
erned for SCO years. Their dynasty was
overthrown in 1517 by the Ottoman Sultan,
Selim I. who appointed a Turkish Pasha
over Egypt, though the Mamelukes still re
main Beys, or governors or the province.

In France there are no two opinions on
the subject the best soldiers come from
Paris; and when w--e remember that, after
the practical destruction of the regular
French army at Metz and Sedan, the vic-
torious vetrans of Germany were hold at
bay for five months by the raw levies,
mostly drawn from the French towns.
there seems but little doubt that the
French opinion is correct,--

Ill'MOIl OF Till: DAV.

. lIer"CJreat Hit.
New York Herald.

"So Pauline sold her new song?"
"Ys, indeed; the editor was tickled to

deuh with the way in which she made 'on
dif rhyme with 'nit.' "

cimritr netting.
Puck.

Cholly Do you think It Is very wicked in
m to bet on the races?

Ethel No: not u you patronize some
poor bookmuker who really needs the
money.

DrnwinK (lie Credit Line.
New York Weekly.

Merchant Tailor I am sorry to say It.
3ir. uooaneari. out as mis is to be your
wedding suit l must demand cash on de
livery.

Mr. uoodneari w ny. i ve had an ac-
count with you for years, and I've always
paid promptly to tne nour, ,the very hour,
sir."

"Yes. Mr. tioocineari, nut you were a
bachelor and had the handling of your own
money.

FIH story.
Truth.

"You ?ay there are plenty of lakes Jn
sight of the house." said the man who was
hunting a couo'ry boarding plac. "Howrano of possibility that you Iwrote the '


